Security
Art Van Allen
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Americans today the subject of security is one of utmost interest and concern. In an age blinded by the glitter of materialism,
the foremost goal of Americans is
the attainment
of economic security. It if> the ideal of almost
~veryo~1e to be able to live graciously. This attitude, which
IS mamfestecl
in such devices as pension plans, life insurance,
and social security, has made security one of the most discussed and written-about
subjects of our time.
But, is this ideal which is ought so intently by the people
real security? Does the person who devotes his entire life to
the acquisition
of material possessions and monetary
wealth
necessarily feel secure? I say no! Security is not having' a good
Job or money in the bank; security is a state of mind.
This security
belones to the man who realizes that he
w,,:s placed on earth mer~ly to live a life and that h~ is do~ng
this 111 the way he feels it should be done. Although hIS station
:11 society may not be high, he knows that he has attained
It through his own efforts. Since he recognizes his own talents
and limitations, he does not despair because he has not obtained the unobtainable.
Above all he realizes that he is a man.
If he tries and fails seemingly losiriz everything, he still has
himself, which is alI that l~e needs bto start over. With this
thought in mind, he pushes forward, not fearing the unknown.
He faces even death the zreatest of unknowns, with a peace of
mind which results' fron~ the knowledge that he has lived in
the best manner possible. This knowledge is security, the true
security which may be shared by the millionaire and the factory
worker, the hobo and the school teacher.
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The Open Gate
Beginning

our nebulous plans with "if'
labyrinths of time
Results too numerous to calculate,
Uncertain,
pausing before the open gate.

VI e trace through

Teasingly, sombre shadows disappear
Beyond the gate; hope seems reality'Til one says "but;" begins the deadly

bout

16

MANUSCRIPTS

Between

faith and

the insatiate

worm

of doubt.

Singly come from eternity to time
We flounder in this unnatural clime,
Ever hesitating at the open gate,
We toss a coin to decide our fate.
-Claire

Gaddy

L'inclination
Can you divine what stirs within
The serious head you contemplate,
What laughter smolders underneath
The lips that speak of life and fate?
In vain I seek to understand
The riddle of chameleon eyes.
If I could read that subtle glance,
Would mine reply in rapt surprise?
Though words would feign betray my heart
The seal upon my rebel tongue
Is laid by stronger bonds than love
And I must leave my love unsung.
Claire Gaddy
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The Felling
John Roth
ven in death the old elm has a grandeur a majestic
bearing that seems to defy encroaching decay and the ultimate reduction by wind and rot of its long sweeping
branches to broken stubs. Ulmus americana. Even its stiff botanical name has a lofty, dignified ring. The big tree has stood
for many years and its topmost twigs stretch ninety feet into
the sky. Its fellows are mere striplings, shoulder-high
to its
reaching bulk, and, unlike this grand old creature, their limbs
still bow in acquiescence to the winds. The elm alone is dead
gripped by a tiny, deadly virus, no longer than the tip of a yet
unopened bud.
The climber of the removal crew goes to work first, throwing his 'light Manila rope over a lateral branch and pulling
himself up. The rope is never thrown straight over a limb,
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